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May pass, most honour'd fathers9 -1 had much ado
To forebear laughing. Mos. It seem'd to me, you sweat, sir. Votp. In troth, I did a little. Mos. But confess, sir.
Were you not daunted? Volp. In good faith, I was
A little in a mist: but not dejected:
Never, but still myself. Mos. I think it, sir.
Now, so truth help me, I must needs say this, sir,
And out of conscience for your advocate,
He has taken pains, in faith, sir, and deserv'd,
In my poor judgement, I speak it under favour,
Not to contrary you, sir, very richly -
Well - to be cozen'd. Volp. Troth, and I think so too,
By that I heard him, in the latter end. Mos. Oh, but before, sir: had you heard him first
Draw it to certain heads, then aggravate,
Then use his vehement figures - I look'd still
When he would shift a shirt: and, doing this
Out of pure love, no hope of gain -Volp. 3Tis right.
I cannot answer him, Mosca, as I would.
Not yet; but for thy sake, at thy entreaty,
I will begin, even now, to vex them all,
This very instant. Mos. Good, sir. Volp. Call the dwarf
And eunuch forth. Mos. Castrone, Nano 1 Nano. Here.
Volp, Shall we have a jig now? Mos. What you please, sir. Volp. Go,
Straight give out about the streets, you two,